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In all the ſweet Mæanders Love has run. 
He ne et could boaſt the Conqueſt you have won, 
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Vicron ia! moſt conſpicuous doth appear 
Recorded in the Noble Book of Fame, 
There ſtands the charming beauteous CLoe's Name, 
Known by the great Chareſterick it bears 

Of heavenly Vertues, and her blooming Years ! 
PrGcMAL10N only for a Statue mourn'd, 
And pray'd that it to Woman might be turn'd, 
The Maſterpiece of Art !—while we in You, 
With Extaſy, the Art of Nature view! 

Thy great Example now my Muſe inſpires, 
With Emulation and Poctick Fires ; 
PrROMETHEVUSs ſtole his Flame * Heaven; but now 
ru be preſumptuous, and ſteal mine from You : 

Too happy ! would thy Condeſcenſion bleſs 

Theſe Lines, and own them as their Patroneſs: 


CLOE 
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Crox in every Verſe ſhall 
Her Wit, her Beauty, and 
Till every Breaſt with A 
You the uncival'd Phoenix 0 
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AN was an Embryo in great Chaos 
| Womb, 
Till Fate ordain'd the Time that he ſhou'd 
Into th' amazing World, and to the Earth 
Ow'd his Corporeal, but not ſpirit al Birth : 
That was to God! alone, his Soul conjoin d, 
And form d the great Perfections of the Mind. 
Imperfe& yet, without Society, 
Life is a Burthen to Humanity : 
Then did our Wiſe Creator think it meet, 
That Woman ſhou'd his Happineſs compleat. 
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Sing, Doe, 
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Soar then; my Mufe, in ſofteſt Accents tell 
In whom the Graces and the Virtues dwell ; 

Say with what Judgment glorious Nature join d, 
Celeſtial Beauties to a heav'nly Mind. 


Behold, ye Nymphs! the Fair S1LENA's come; 
Sec in her Checks the bluſhing Roſes bloom! | 
Obſerve her Air, her Micn 3 With what a Grace 
Each rival Beauty challenges a Place; 


Nature in all her Glory ſeems to move, 


Nurs'd in her infant Veins a noble Love, 

And gave her Wit and Judgment, to approve. 
How gay, how charming, do her Smiles appear, 
Fill us at once with Extaſy and Fear! 


As if, we conſcious our Approach wou'd be 


Io ſomething ſo Divine———Temerity. 


2 over BrauTy. 
What Pleaſure runs in her refined Senſe; 


And, Gods! what Charms 262 
Each Word a double Emphaſis imparts, 

And wounds at once our Fancy and our Hearts. 
BEAUTY ! thou ſoy'reign Miſtreſs of the Field, 
Kings are but Subjects, when to you they yield: 
Princes no Power can boaſt, if once they view 
Thoſe charming Attributes that dwell in you. 
The Gods, SIL ENA, You to Us have given, 
Purely to ſhew th' Epitome of Heaven. 
But tell me (Fair One) why was you ſevere, 

And why rorment'ſt me thus, and perſevere 


In amorous Feints? Was it to tyrannize, 


To ſhew you Woman, or to make me wile ? 
That needleſs was, (my Charmer) Ill confeſs, 
Unleſs my Power was greater, yours leſs. 

Heavens ! that you ſhou'd think alen 
Scorner of all that Beauty that's in thee ! 

Or that the Conqueſt wou'd not make me prove 
® Falſe to myſclf, as ſoon as to my Love! = 


O what (my Life) was it cou d make thee be 
Guilty of ſuch a Diffidence in me ? | 
Thy cv'ry Charm, my Faith to you ſecures, 


SILENA. 
O blame me not, ALEX1s, when I ſay; 
Tour too-fallacious Sex wou'd ours betray ; 
Wich ſubtile Arts, and ev'ry vain Pretence, 
You ſtrive to countermine our Innocence. 
Our Sex, you'll ſay, is hard to be deceiv'd, 
But your's is harder much to be belicy'd. 
How oſt have I, beneath yon Cypreſs Shade, 
Where firſt (Oh! bleſſed Place) our Vows were made, 
Forlorn, abandon d by a perjurd Swain, 
Heard the forſaken EM1L1E complain 
Of the inconſtant Conxrbox, and cry, 
Whither, (my Charmer) whither will you fly 
3 Why wilt thou go, why do'ſt neglectful prove 
3 " Of me, my Charms, my Sighs, my Tears, and Love? 


BEAUTY 
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BzauTy had loſt its Power o er him, you ſee. 
Might it not have the fame Effect on hee? 
\ ALEXIS. ; 


Yes, were but thine inferiour unto hers, 


SILENA. '4'3 da? 


Or my impetuous Flames to burn leſs fierce 3 1 
When Charms, like thine, expand their Influencey =} 
In vain's, alas the Plenitude of Senſes | J 
In vain the ſacred Dotards all diſplay | 2136 3b J 
The Force of Reaſon, and Philoſophy. 28 60 ö 
BEAUTY is irreſiſtible, and then, : A : 
Oh! tell me, how invincible are Men? 2 1 

i 4 


The ſubtile Traytor, ce cr he's touch d, he feigns 2 
To feel the Weight of BEAUTY's pond'rous Chains; : 
In each incautious Fair wou d Pity move, el Y 
And tries her Truth, with his fiftitious Love. 
Are theſe not Arms, arc theſe not Man's Defence? ' 
Too oft victorious o ex our Innocence. ö 


Were 


4 Were ford to liſten, fonder to believe, | 
3 Till, unſuſpected, we ourſelves deceive. 
Woman, unto Credulity's ſo prone, 
Tell her ſhe's fair, a thing before unknown, 
And what her GH will contradict, ſhell own. 


Thisis our Foible; nay, ſhou'd we recani, 
Succeſs wou'd flatter ew ry Sycophant ; | 
Men are ſo vain, and ſo pedantick grown, 
Degenerate Fops are ſcarce from Women known. 
Vain-Glory check'd Great ALEXANDER' $ ; Praiſe, 
When he was ſcorn'd by poor Diocenes: 
Our Sex, like him, ſhall now diſdain the Fools, 
And ev'ry Coxcomb meet with a Repulſe. 
Then tell me, (dear Al ExIs) tell me why 
Shou'd BzauTy unto Fools become a Prey, 
Since nought is its Competitor but Wir, 
And that, in Men of Senſe alone, compleat; 
Only to them—when they can faithful prove, 
The Gods defign'd it the Reward of Love. 
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Then none, (my farireſt Charmer) none but 1, 
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Have greater Claims for my Fidelity; 

Count all the Love-ſick Hours which I have ſpent, 
Stars that adorn the ſpangled Firmament; 

Count all the Sands the Britiſh Shore contains, 
And Drop by Drop the ſwelling Surges drain; 
Count cv'ry verdant Leaf that clothes the Trees, 
When Zeobyrs whiſper to the murm' ring Breeze; 
Count all thoſe tender Wiſhes Lovers ſend, | 
When cruel Abſence intercepts the Friend ; | 
Recall each fav'rite Echo born in Air, 

Swifter than Light ning to the wiſhing Fair; 

Till then, SILENA, nor till then reprove 

Me as the falſe Abjurer of my Love. 


It you diſtruſt my Paſſion, hear me ſweat 
By you, my Goddeſs, you, my heav'aly Fair; 
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Lawyers ſhall ſooner far forget their Fees, 

The Miſer griping, or thy Beauty pleaſe ; 
Courtiers forbear to flatter, Scolds to chide, 
And vain Coquettes to ſcorn their darling Pride; 
The Sun no more ebey the heavenly Powers, 
Than 1 forbear to be for ever yours. 


J SILENA. 
$ = Tis not, ALEXIS, that I thought you'd 2 
; But Lovers often are too apt to range: 
Thus when a ſecond beauteous Face appears, 
The former rival d N ymph too oft deſpairs. 
The Reaſon thus I ſcan : That Love is free, 
An unconfined fickle Deity ; 
Never to be ſuppteſs d by Wiſdom's Laws, 
Nor can our Reaſon comprehend the Cauſe. 
Love is a Worm conceal d within the Eyes, 
There breeds and lives, but in the Heart it dies; 
And as CAMEL10Ns only live on Air, 
So that's by Hors preſerved from Deſpair. 


Hoes 


over Bravry.... 


Horx is Love's true Companion, that and Faith 
Are fit to conquer OMNIPOTENT DEATH. 

But thoſe are Virtues ſeldom found in Man, 
Unleſs fictitious when they vou d trapan 

I gueſs your Meaning, WoMAN, you wou d fay, 
Firſt taught the ſimple Animal to ſtray, 

By Uſe ſince learn d a more refined Way. 
NATURE in each Exiſtent doth improve, 

MEN in their Falſhood, WoMexn in their Love. 


ALEXIS. 
What if I own thy Accuſation juſt ? 
1 wrong my Sex, myſelf—but yet I muſt; 
BEAUTY! in ſpite of all I cou'd have ſaid, 
Exerts her Power, and muſt be now obey'd. 
'Tis NATURE's Privilege ſhe claims her Due, 


For having ſhewn her Maſter-picce in You, 


B 2 


Wir Triumphant 


S1LE X A. 
Oh! now, Aura, now you make me own 
A Fault in you, 1 thought not to have done : f 
I was reſolving then to juſtify 
Your Words, by not ſuſpecting Flattery. 
know my ſelf, already to my Coft, 
What little Share of Beauty I can boaſt ; 


I have no Angel's Form, no Angel's Senſe, 


2 Their Face, no Charms, unleſs my Innocence; 

: Nothing in me immortal but my Soul, 
Nor nothing that can ſwell a Hyperbole. 

In things diviſible, you all confeſs, 
There's ſomething equal, ſomething more or leſs. 
In either Sex, when Wir and Beauty meet, 
Nothing's more equal, nothing more complete: 
If BzauTy feeds the Eye, Wir feeds the Senſe, 
One Pleaſure gives the other Eloquence, 

And both have their Degree of Excellence. 


They 
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F Thcy both have equal Charms, alike impart 

F The ſecret Meſſage to the wounded Heart. 
Nothing ſo ſoon as Wit can raiſe Deſire, 
Nothing like BeavTy fan the Lover's Fire. 
Man having Wir and PoLicy to rule, 

Does quite revert the Law of Nature's School ; 
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Were he not rational, by Strength you'd ſec, 


BEASTS wou'd be RULERS, and the Subject, HE. 


But Wir in WoMEN, as great PLAro taught, 
Is, in exceſs, a Virtue or a Fault; 
Like Oil in Flames, it feeds their Vanities, 


Or with their Virtues grows —ecxpires and dies. 


ALEXIS. 
| Thoſe in their beſt Perſections now we view, | | 
Conſpicuous in that Demi-Angel, You ! 
All that is Lovely, Beautiful, and Great, 


(With *Pr1Losoprick JUSTICE,) in You meet: 
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* Philoſophick Juſtice is fourfold ; 1/7, Celeſtial; 24, dad: 
34, Civil; and the 4th, Judicial. 5 9 2 
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In vain wou'd all our boaſted Wir appear, 
Was't not employ'd on ſome Angelick Fair. 


TRUTH is the Law of Arts, whoſe Champions be 
W1spom, and an eternal ConsTANCY ; 
Two noble Generals in Great BEauTY's Field, 
Victorious Arms to make a Lover yield. 
TRUTH 1s a Pledge can never be impair'd, 
A Shield nc'er picrc'd, a State that can't be feat'd; 
A Flower immortal, knows no Change nor Fatc, 
Is Fortune's Vitor, and the Death of Hate; 
That Goddeſs Wings expanded, icach ſo far, 
From Pole to Pole, and touch the Atmoſphere : 
That is the Centre in which Mortals move, 
The Shield of Virtue, Nouriſher of Love. 
TRUTH is the Ground of Science, that alone 
Can bring ten thouſand Miracles to one; 
Fountain of Grace, the Scale to Charity, 


Scourge of a guilty Conſcience, and a Lye; 


When 
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When thoſe appear, then Self · Conviction ſhew, 
Tnvurn to be Judge, and the Acculer too. 


Then tell me, dear SILENA, tell me why, 
Man is ſo fond of ſuch an Enemy 
As FAL$HooD 3 ſince the little Joy it brings, 
Has always ſuch acute tormenting Stings. 


SILENA. 
'Tis only thus: when VANITT appears, 
Dreſs d in her taudry a- la· modiſh Airs; 


That ſome, more vicious Coxcomb than the reſt, 


Wou'd fain be thought by her the greateſt—Beaft. I 
Wir, I ſhou'd ſay, but now their Impudence 4 
Have got th' Aſcendant o er the Men of Senſe. | 
How oft have I a flutt ting Pedant ſeen, 1 


Vain of his Shape, his Air, his aukward Mien, 
Strut in the Mall, and ev'ry Nymph ſurprize, 


State in her Face, as if he'd ſteal her Eyes? 
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The vain Reſult wou'd to the Fop impart, 


If ſhe but chance to ſmile—yerhaps to ſee 
The Part of * C — xx acted aukwardly; 


And tell him that his Eyes had reach'd her Heart: 
Vain Man, alas! arc thy Demerits ſuch? 
You give too little, and you take roo much : 


'Tis then the ſaucy Jackanapes preſumes, 


That his Jack-Pudding Coat, or his Perfumes, 


His Fortune, Title, or bonne Aſſurance, 


Or, for Rhime - ſake, ſuppoſe it Ignorance, 


Will plead Admittance to th unwilling Fair, 

Then twould be pity ſhe ſhou'd be ſevere. 

"Tis WoMaN's great Prerogative to rule 

Over that harmleſs Animal — a Fool; 

They'll uſe em too, as Men will do their W—res; 


To ſerve their turn then kick em out of doors. 


They have no Souls fram'd for great Actions fir, 
But meaſure out our BEAUTY by their WIr. 
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# Sir FoPpLiNG FLUTTER. 


over Bravrtyr. 1 


Their ſervile Fear oppreſs their Coward Souls, 
To love s too great an Enterprize for Fools: 
Tho ſometimes prompted their Succeſs to try 
With us, not out of Love, but Vanity : 

Tis then, Al xxIs, then we ſee the Cheat, 
And by their Nonſenſe prove the Counterfeit : 
When if we ſcorn, or feign not to believe, 
'Tis then they ſtudy Falſhoods to deceive 

The credulous Fair, by Flatt'ry ſometimes won; 
Our darling Foible, ſees herſelf undone : 

Tu then the Wretch diſdains, and ſhe too late 
Is fell a Victim to the Monſter's Hate. 


Where's then the Force of Beauty? Virtue's 
Charms, 5 

In my opinions much the ſtronger Arms; 

That neither goes by Birth, nor by Deſcent, 

And in the Soul is only reſident. 

Firſt, to be Virtuous, learn HUMILITY, 

The ſafeſt Guide to IMMonrtALITY. 
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Let Jusrice reign in ev'ry A& thou doſt, 


And have no PIR, but to be ever juſt; 
Ne'er value BEAUTY for an outward ſhew, 
But think her handſome that will handſome do. 


Women are all by Nature prone to Pride, 
Envy declares what Mopxsrr ſhou'd hide; 


Out of a vainer ſhew of Oftentation, 


The Pride of Knowledge was our firſt Tranſgreſſion. 
Eternal Ruin: Vain inglorious Man, 

Was the victorious King of Macedon; 

Who when the Son of Great AGESILAUS, 

To daunt his Pride, deſir'd to know the Cauſe; ; 

If fince his Conqueſts, his own Shadow bore 

A greater Meaſure than it did before ? 


pn m thus debas'd, proves in the meaneſt Souls 
The Bane of Mis'ry, and the Food of Fools: 
But tell me, (dear ALEx1s) if you can, 
What is the Paſſien JEALOUSY in Man? 


ALE X- 


over BravurTy. 


ALEXIS 

No Ixton or TanTaiys cou'd find 
Not half the Torments of a jealous Mind; 
Continual Wars doth with the Conſcience wage, 
reſling ReasoN, and inciting RacGsz 
As Vultur on PRoMETHEvs' Vitals preys, 
Juſt ſo the JeaLous Man, while living, dies; 
Suſpicious, reſtleſs, envious, diſcontent, 
His Shadow frightens what it repreſents. . 
True to himſelf, but of himſelf afraid, 
Leſt by himſelf, himſelf ſhou'd be betray d; 
His Paſſions riſe with him, and he with them, 
And JEALOusY is ſemper eadem. 


Uncertain is the Cauſe from whence it ſprings, 
But 'tis defin'd the moſt accurs'd of things; 
But moſt agree the Source of it is ſuch, 

From our too little Lovx, or elſe too much. 


2 * 
Y <> 
* ba b ”"Y 
N 4 * . » * 
x, l 
1 LY _ 
* 


1 incident to any but th Ignorant ; 

I For ſure where er Affection plac d, it muſt 

A Be term d a noble, gen tous Act, and juſt ; 

A Debt to Wir, to Love, and Merit due, 
And ſhou'd 1 own a Creditor tis You. 


=. __ ALEx1s8. | 

© Bravry! thou allNufficient powerful Charm, 

With new. Conceits my longing Fancy warm; 
The more our Grace and Goodneſs do eacreaſe, 

The more our Souls to Gop themſelves addrefy; 


The more SILENA, heavenly Nymph ! appears, 


Thy gen rous Gift, when Choice diſpels my Fears; 
The more Tu prize what you yourſelf have given, 
And think my ſelf but one Degree from Heaven. 


= There is no anxious Thought can vex me now, 
Na cvry thing is pleaſing, bleſs'd with you; 


The 
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EAUTY: 


| The Sun ſhall 
F And be to dark 
Snow to congeal; and Fire forget to bun. 

And to our Mother W ˙ *˙ 14 


Than I unjuſt to Thee, SIL RNA, prove, 
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ConsTancr's the Nepenthes, and the Mind. 
Once taſted of it, proves for ever kind ; 

If that the Soul's depreſ d with Care or Grief, - 
That in Oblivion drowns, and yields Relief. 
Musicx hath Charms which none but Lovers know, 
At once both pleaſes, and augments their Woe. - 
Daxcine's the Character of the World's Conſent, 
Heaven's great Figure, and Earth's Ornament. 
CHOICE is a Virtuc, in which Judgment Is 
The Helm that guides Us to our Happineſs. 
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Theſe. ars the B&avr3Es which our Rnazon ſays, 
worthy all the ENzrcGy of PRAISR: 1 
If ſo, why then, Siu Een, then to Tou "5 
All that the AuenmaBtr contains is due; 9 
Numbers on Numbers, Words on Words ſhall run, 
Eternal Parallels to gain the ſum 
Of Praiſe, Thy Beauty's Due; but all in vain, 
 ARITHMETITCK the Total can't contain. 
Thus as the vain preſumptuous PHAETON, 
Thought he cou d rule the Chariot of the Sun, 
The winged Courſers cleave the yielding Air, 
O'crthrow their Guide, and ſet the World on fire : © 


d end a Task no leſs than InrInNITE ; 


ook, I praiſe, admire, I write, and then 
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1 view (imperfect all) Ive done agen: 
Fancy myſelf ſometimes imperial Jovx, 
And only to immortalize my 

; retorts, and ends where it began, 
| And hes ms only whit Iwas—a Max; 


Then how can I vain Wretch! attempt to raiſe 


Divine SILENA's more than mortal Praiſe ? 
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